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Community Groups that offer Meals 


Bissell Centre 

10527-96 Street 

780-423-2285 

Inner City Pastoral Ministry 
10527 - 96 Street 

Lunch (sandwiches, fruit, veggies 
and desserts) Sunday noon to 1 
p.m. after the church service. 
Monday to Thursday 

10:30 a.m. — sandwiches 
Tuesday and Friday 

noon — hot lunch for women 
Friday 9:45 a.m. — sandwiches 


Christ Church 

12116-102 Avenue 
780-488-1118 

3rd Saturday of the month 5:30 
meal 


House of Refuge Mission 
10339-95 Street 

Daily -5:00 p.m. snacks 
8:00 p.m. meal 


Lighthouse Ministries 
3010-119 Avenue 
780-423-1277 or 

780- 474-8086 
Wednesday and Sunday 
1:00 and 7:00 p.m. meal 


Hope Mission 
780-422-2018 

Daily 7:00 to 7:45 a.m. 
breakfast 

Noon - lunch 

5:00 tp 6:30 p.m. - supper 


All Saints’ Anglican Cathedral 
10035 — 103 Street 
780-428-6323 

Thursday 12:45 p.m., Lunch 
Friday 7:30 — 9:30 am., 
Breakfast (November to March) 


Marian Centre 

10528-98 Street 

780-424-3544 

Daily except Wednesday 

12:00 to 12:45 p.m. meal 
Closed from the 27th of each 
month to re-open the 1st of next 
month 


Mustard Seed 

10636-96 Street 

780- 426-5600 

Monday to Friday 7:00 to 8:00 
supper 

Zero tolerance of alcohol 


Operation Friendship 
9526-106 Avenue 
780-429-2626 

Monday to Friday 

9:00 a.m. breakfast 

Monday to Sunday 

12:00 noon lunch 

5:00 p.m. supper for seniors 55 
and over only 


Red Road Healing Society 
4225-118 Avenue 

471-3220 

Tuesday and Thursday 

5:00 p.m. meal 

Friday — 12:00 to 1:00 soup and 
bannock 


Robertson Wesley United 
Church 

10209 — 123 Street 
780-482-1587 

Second Saturday of each month 
5:00 p.m. meal 


Sai Sadan 
9619-101 Avenue upstairs 
Wednesday — 6:00 p.m. meal 


Salvation Army 

9620-101A Avenue 
780-242-9222 

7:00 to 9:00 p.m. — lunch 
Monday and Friday 

83 Avenue -104 Street (parking 
lot |) 


St. Peter’s Lutheran Church 
9606 — 110 Avenue 
780-426-1122 

Tuesday, Wednesday and 
Thursday 

7:00 to 9:00 a.m. 


St. Faith’s Anglican 
11725-93 Street — parish hall 
780-477-5931 

Thursday — 12;30 p.m. soup 
Saturday - 8:30 to 10:00 a.m. 
breakfast 

3rd Friday of the month — 7:00 
supper 


breakfast 


Victory Café and Soup Bar 
13411- Fort Road 
Monday — 5:30 to 6:45 meal 


Edmonton Orthodox Reformed 
Church 

11610 — 95A St. 

Info: Pete Wright — 479-1860 
www.orcurc.org 

Thursdays 6:15 Soup & Study 


B's Diner 
100 Street and Whyte Avenue 
Wednesdays 1 to 3 p.m.meals 


Jasper Place Health and 
Wellness Centre 
15210-Stoney Plain Road 
meals 

Tuesdays 6 to 7 p.m. 


Boyle Street community 
Services 

7:00 a.m. daily — breakfast 

11:30 daily — lunch 

Edmonton Do Likewise Society 
7:00 to 9:00 p.m. — lunch 
Wednesday 


Important Notice 
Edmonton Street News is 
published by the Edmonton Society, a 
registered society in the province of 
Alberta. The paper is published month- 
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Edmonton Street News is a member 
paper of the North American Street 
Newspaper Association and of the 
International Network of Street 
Newspapers. Edmonton Street News is 
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Homeless Organization of Canada. 
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Mission 






Edmonton Street News Society provides a voice, 
employment and social support to those who need 
these, and communicates perspectives dealing 
with poverty and social justice, by education and 
communication activities, including publishing a 
street newspaper 


Values/Beliefs/Guiding Principles 
















We believe in being inclusive and encouraging 
We believe that human rights are fundamental to living 
together 

We believe that everyone deserves the opportunity to earn and 
control their money 

We believe in journalistic and organizational professionalism 
and integrity 

We believe the public needs to know about issues around 
poverty and social justice 

We value community and connecting with others 

We value passion and determination 

We believe everyone deserves the opportunity to learn, develop 
and use communication skills 


‘The views presented in this be 2 
publication are those of the writers. — 
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Without visionary leadership from the 
city, the project will not rid the area of incon- 
venient homeless people; it will just move 
them on. 

A proposal from the Chinatown and Little 


Italy Business Association to build a classical 


enclosed Chinese garden and heritage centre 
on a site currently occupied by Mary Burlie 
Park and a provincial government parking lot 
to the east is, like most development 
schemes, a mixture of good news and bad 
news. 

The good news is that the project will 
eliminate some unproductive parking space 
and introduce an attractive amenity to a cor- 
ner of the area that has fallen into decay in 
recent years. 

Mary Burlie Park (located on the east 
side of 97 Street north of the old CNR right- 
of-way and underpass) was built in memory 
of a much-loved outreach worker at the 
Boyle Street Co-op (now Boyle Street 






The Boyle Street Community Centre was 
demolished in January, 2011. Anew YMCA 
housing ocmplex is being built on the site. 


Community Services). It includes a gazebo 
and a statue commemorating the 14 women 
who died in the Montreal Massacre on 
December 6, 1989. 

The park has become a gathering place 
for homeless Edmontonians, who can take 
daytime shelter in the gazebo, and who can 
sometimes be seen using drugs and alcohol. 
It is not surprising that the business associ- 
ation would want to remove an eyesore and a 
source of discomfort to potential customers. 
They advocate the proposed garden as a 
Good Thing that will eliminate a Bad Thing 
by enclosing what is now public space and 
charging admission to its replacement. 

Which brings us to the bad news part of 
this matter as it now stands. The presumed 
Bad Thing will not disappear, if the garden is 
built; it will simply move to another location. 
Mayor Mandel put a probing finger directly 
on this sore point when he observed at a 
February meeting, “There are homeless peo- 
ple down there, but they have nothing to do 
all day.” and asked, as reported in the 









Proposed Chinese garden is not a field of dreams 


Edmonton Journal, “What kind of facilities 
are we going to have for them?” 

Aye, there's the rub in this matter, and 
the nub of a question that is far bigger than 
the relatively straightforward one of whether 
or not the proposed development would be a 
benefit to the area and to the city as a whole; 
it almost certainly could and would, if 
planned, built, and managed creatively and 
sensitively. (Sensitive planning would ensure 
that Mary Burlie's memory and legacy, and 
the tribute to the Montreal 14 would be 
respected, preferably by relocating them to a 
suitable new location at the proponents' 
expense.) 

Solving a problem for the Chinatown and 
Little Italy Business Association by displac- 
ing the street people who hang out in the 
area will only shift that problem somewhere 
else for another community or business 
association to struggle with—and so on, ina 
seemingly never-ending cycle that has 
already seen too many repetitions in our city. 

If people are offended or nervous about a 
public space where homeless people can 
relax and socialize, then they need to offer 
Mayor Mandel positive and helpful direction 
in how to answer his question. We believe 


The Mount Royal Hotel on 96th Street was 
demolished in April, 2011. The hotel has been 
closed since it was purchased by the city last 
year. 





any effective answer will require all orders of 
government to provide the full range of hous- 
ing options needed to give everybody safe 
and appropriate housing for their circum- 
stances. It will also provide a range of other 
facilities and programs to support those with 
special needs. For some, this will involve 
quite substantial services; but not to provide 
those services will simply allow an unsatis- 
factory situation to continue. 

There are limits to what the city can do 
on its own. But there are no constraints on 
leadership. There are no constraints on 
vision or determination in approaches to the 
provincial and federal governments for fund- 
ing. And there are no constraints on hope. 

The proposed Chinese garden and other 
projects recently announced or promoted for 
the area north of Edmonton's downtown core 
present hard choices. They also offer real 
opportunities—if only the mayor and council 
will remember, as they sometimes seem not 
to do, those most easily and often overlooked 
when proponents and developers promote 
irresistible dreams. 

Allan Shepard 


Minister Catherine Edith Flamond has a 
private agreement with the following men 
and women acting as Chief of Police for the 
City of Edmonton, the Minister of 
Transportation for the Province of Alberta, 
the Mayor for the City of Edmonton, the 
Premier of Alberta, the Solicitor for the City 


of Edmonton and the Justice 
Minister/Attorney General for the Province o 
Alberta to view this agreement go 

to:http:/ /allcreatorsgifts. blogspot.com/2010 
/10/minister-catherine-flamond-gets-pri- 
vate.html 
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Homecare hard to find for inner city alcholic 


Linda and Glen 


When I go to Glen’s place, I never know 
what to expect when I walk in. Everything 
may be normal with him sitting in his 
bathrobe watching TV, or even fully dressed, 
but maybe with one bedroom shoe and one 
runner, but other times there are soiled 
clothes and bedding strewn everywhere or if 
he has injured himself, blood drops and 
smears. If he has been cooking, the stove is a 
mess, with burnt food, burnt bowls and 
plates that were put directly on the burner to 
heat up food, and the sink piled high with 
dishes. Sometimes he has been organizing, 
lining up the potatoes in a neat row along 
the edge of the counter, or taking all the 
shoes or books and lining them up across 
the living room floor. He is distressed if I 
touch these artful arrangements. He keeps 
discovering new things that he has had for 
years. 

My husband suffered a prolonged seizure 
last July and the lack of oxygen to his brain 
resulted in brain damage to the extent that 
he has very limited short term memory and 
becomes easily confused. Simple things like 
counting out the change needed to buy a 
bottle of beer are now difficult even though 
he has been buying beer for years on a regu- 
lar basis. Glen is an alcoholic, and although 
at times he says he want to quit, he has 
shown no real desire to stop drinking. For 
him it is his social life; it is what he does 
with his street family and friends. He likes 
drinking. Although we maintain a close rela- 
tionship he has lived in his own apartment 





for the past five years due to his alcoholism. 
While he was in the hospital, the social 
worker and the home care worker met with 
me, and I signed papers to become his legal 
trustee so that I could manage his money. I 
had been doing that informally for five years, 
making sure rent was paid and that he had 
food and clothing. There was concern about 





how he would manage on his own, and they 
said they would put him on a waiting list for 
Grand Manor, an assisted living facility 
where alcohol is permitted as a harm reduc- 
tion measure. 

He was released from the hospital, and I 
contacted home care to set up some help for 
him with his meals, and to work on the 
placement at Grand Manor, but after a home 
visit, I received a call from the nurse saying 
they could not send anyone to his home 
because it is “an inner city address, and he 
might be intoxicated”. I had been told I could 
get respite care for him, too, as I was to go to 
a conference in a week’s time, but that never 
materialized. 

On my own, with only two days before I 
was to fly to Chicago for the street newspa- 
per conference, I prayed, and Glen’s old 
friend, Aaron, came to mind. First thing the 
next morning, I drove around the drag look- 


If you are drunk, that 
supersedes all other physical and 
mental conditions and creates a 
barrier to the services normally 
available to assist a person with 


those disabilities. 


ing for him, and finally spotted him on the 
street across from the Bissell Centre. He was 
homeless at that time, so I made him an offer 
— he would stay with Glen while I was away, 
and look out for him. In exchange he was to 
have a free place to live. That arrangement 
worked out so well that he has continued to 
live with Glen. 

Glen was hospitalized twice since then, 
first with an infection in his blood, then a 
month ago with an infected elbow from a cut 
sustained when he fell over a table. On the 
last stay in hospital, once again there was a 
meeting with the social worker, doctors, 
physiotherapist and home care, and Glen 
said he would like to quit drinking and go 
into an assisted living facility. They stressed 
that it was not safe for him to go back to his 
place so he was to stay in transitional hous- 
ing at the hospital until a placement was 
found. The AISH worker agreed to up his 
AISH to $2000 a month to cover the cost for 
assisted living. 

The hospital home care worker said, “I 
really admire the way you stand by Glen.” 

I looked at her, surprised. “I’m a 
Christian.” I said, but it goes deeper than 
that — it’s a matter of integrity, we do what 
we can, we care for our families, we love even 


when it is inconvenient, labour intensive or 
costly. 

But while in hospital, it became obvious 
that Glen still wanted to drink. Every time 
anyone went to see him the first thing he 
asked for was a beer. One of his friends 
obliged. He ran away from the hospital in 
search of a drink, and twice I was able to 
return him to the ward, quite intoxicated, 
before his bed was reassigned. 

I was starting to have doubts about the 
ethics of placing Glen in a home where he 
couldn’t drink, and apparently the doctor 
also had concerns. He phoned and said, 
“Assisted living will not work for Glen 
because he wants to drink, and he couldn't 
drink there. He is free to leave the hospital.” 

Glen was in isolation, and I had to put on 
a yellow gown and blue gloves to see him. 
But he left the next day and this time they 
phoned four hours later, once his bed was 
given away, to let me know. 

If you are drunk, that supersedes all 
other physical and mental conditions and 
creates a barrier to the services normally 
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available to assist a person with those dis- 
abilities. There was lots of help out there for 
a sober Glen, but not for an intoxicated one. 

I’m back to trying to get home care to 
help. Glen continues to manage on his own, 
with me there to help with meals, laundry, 
house cleaning, getting him dressed appro- 
priately, and shopping - sometimes even 
buying his beer. 

Going to the liquor store with the pan- 
handlers, like vultures, waiting around the 
door, has become too dangerous for Glen. He 
was badly beaten up on one occasion by a 
“pen boy” just out of prison that he invited 
home with him, and on other occasions 
robbed of his money or his beer. Once I was 
waiting in the car and saw the woman and 
her boyfriend taking the beer, so I followed 
them, apprehended them, and got it back (I 
have a really scary temper when protecting 
others). 

Aaron is there as an overnight compan- 
ion, who also gets rid of unwanted guests 
(like the “pen boy””) while I am “on call” dur- 
ing the day. I schedule my work accordingly, 
teaching group exercise classes at noon and 
one evening a week, and working longer 
shifts (more than two hours) only overnight. 

Glen has just been taken by ambulance 
to the hospital again. This time, though, I am 
confident that he will be able to get home 
care. Pedro Schultz dropped by, having final- 
ly recovered form his long battle with depres- 
sion, and would like to work part time with 
Glen. He lives only two blocks away, and is a 
trained practical nurse. As street pastor in 
the inner city, unlike the average home care 
worker, he has no fear of anyone. 

It looks like it could be a win-win situa- 
tion for everyone.. 

By Linda Dumont 
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Part #2 


The 50th Anniversary of The Calgary Drop - In & Rehab Centre Society! 


Andie Wolf Leg on the corner of 7th 
between 8th Avenue and 1 St SE. standing 
on the east side, next to where the former 
Colonial Hotel and the Inner - City Drop -in 
Centre were. 





The most dangerous time of the day was 
the evening so before it became too late I 
would begin to look for a place to stay for the 
night. I seemed to be alone on the street. 
There were times I had to escape the bar 
scene; I had to avoid the men that were for- 
ever stalking me at every chance they got. 
There were days when I was alone all night 
long, isolated, sitting on a park bench, crying 
for help, distraught for days, hoping that 
someone would help me get out of this area 
and away from the drinking and bar scene. 
Daily the drinking suppressed my thoughts 
and feelings! I think that's why I was able to 
survive as long as I did. 

The drinking at this time in my life was 
one of the very first times that I had suffered 
and was sick from the alcohol torture. It 
went on for another 12 years of my east-end 
street life and sadly was only the beginning. 

There were no night time shelters in that 
era of time - just a day Inner City Drop-In 
Centre between the alley and the former 
Colonial Hotel on 7th Avenue between 8th 
Avenue and Ist Street SE. This place today 
has become the DI. The Inner City Drop-In 
at that time was once a church and became 
a main floor warehousing couches, chairs 
and tables. The whole floor was cluttered 
with old rundown hand-me-down furniture. 

I would come there late in the morning and 
missed out on the sandwiches and cheap 
watered down coffee! I can still see the Grey 
Nuns standing at the doorway, condescend- 
ing and patronizing my people by putting 
their hands on our heads, praying over us 
and lecturing us on the need to get away 
from the substance and alcohol addiction! 
There was the only one place to go that was 
for the protection of women who were vic- 
tims of domestic violence, a place I 

would often frequent, but could only stay for 
two weeks at atime. I would be asked to 
leave because I wasn't fleeing from a com- 
mon-law or an abusive husband at home! 

I saw racism, racial slurs, sexism and dis- 
crimination that came from some of the 
white people and some of the other mixed 
cultural groups towards the vulnerable 
Aboriginal women and men, who were 
younger and older then myself. | saw women 
and men trying to defend themselves as they 
were beaten in a violent rage and left outside 
the tavern door of the hotel bleeding from the 
head and face. They could not defend them- 
selves. 
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This was the my first understanding and 
I realized that racism was seeing Aboriginal 
women and men being turned away and not 
welcome in coffee shops, cafes and business- 
es, even those that were not homeless or 
involved with the substance and alcohol 
abuse. 

These were prominent and respected 
Aboriginal people coming into the east end 
from the surrounding reserves to have a cof- 
fee and a meal somewhere only to be treated 
in ignorance at the door. 

In those days the racial slurs were 
derogatory. The Aboriginal women were 
dehumanized with a lot of verbal violence 
and I would hear the F___ word with the 
attachment of adjectives to the word that 
were yelled out in a violent rage — “You F__ _ 
Squaw.” Also for the men it was rampant, 
the F_ __ word and the same similar adjec- 
tives added, like Indian, Buck and a Savage. 
I can tell you about an incident, on a hidden 
dark side of a building, a seedy former Lucky 
Cafe Restaurant. 

I was standing next to a side door vent to 
get some warmth from standing outside. 
Suddenly I was approached and I had to 
fight off an aggressive, violent man's sexual 
advances by having to challenge him ina 
physical fight. In spite of my rage and him 
wanting to physically beat me up, I remem- 
ber him as he pushed my shoulder and I fell 
down. He held his boot on my leg so I could- 
n't get up from the sidewalk. What saved me 
from any serious injury that time? The fear, 
adrenalin — I came out of it with only a few 
abrasions - the cuts and bruises were minor. 
Instead of those small injuries I could've 
been scarred for life with physical disfigure- 
ment to my face, or suffered a broken shoul- 
der and broken leg. I saw an empty glass 
beer bottle next to me on the ground. 
Suddenly I grabbed the beer~ ‘bottle and hit 
the sexual predator on the side of the face 
and was able to escape. The sexual predator 
was swarmed and chased into the night, 
down the street by other street people hang- 
ing out in the corner area on 8th Avenue and 
Macleod Trail SE. 

It was a horrible racist and sexist 
encounter of a stereotype I had faced in the 
many years I had spent in the Eastend side. 
Even some of the local residents living in the 
Eastend Side were known to verbalize their 
racial slurs at some of the Aboriginal women 
and had often found themselves in physical 
street fights. 

I also stayed in some of the former 11 
east end hotels and some rooming houses. I 
remember sleeping occasionally on a bench 
at a green space next to alley by the run- 
down Crown Building across the street from 
the Day Inner City Drop-In Center.The now- 
torn-down Crown Building and one of the 
benches at the green space is where the 
Telus Convention Centre is now standing! 

The former Crown Building had seedy, 
run down apartments and in the basement 
on the corner of the building was the notori- 
ous strip club called The Pink Panther! 
There was a round, purple pink neon sign 
hanging above the entrance to the door 
way. It was a grim, dark place, very frighten- 
ing underground and a tight space Eastend 
Side club. 

If I was in the area at the time, I fre- 
quented the place to look for one of my bar 
patron cronies. I remember the black lights 
and a black curtain across the doorway to 
the entrance at the end of the stairs to the 
club and a thick haze of smoke rings being 
blown into my face as I entered from the cur- 
tained door. To my surprise, a stripper was 
dancing on a stage next to the doorway. The 
music was unbearable. You couldn't hear 
what anyone was saying to you. If there was 
a violent confrontation in the club, there 


would only be one way out, if you were fortu- 
nate enough to run, get up the stairs, and 
out the door. 

I was eventually able to leave the street 
and homeless life behind, and to get help to 
become sober so I could deal with the 
demons and living behind a black veil, one 
that had controlled my everyday life for 16 
years. Alcohol was part of the culture of the 
Eastend Side. Today the name has changed 
from the notorious Eastend Side to the East 
Village. 

Occasionally I pass this area where I 
once lived, homeless and became known as a 
last known survivor to frequent the Historical 
Day Inner City Drop-in Centre! 

The East Village today has changed dras- 
tically with all the known 11 ( except five ) 
hotels being renovated and others are an 
imaginary shell or a facade. There are today 
two Eastend Side hotels that have the neon 
lights lit up on their fronts, the St. Louis 
Hotel and the King Edward Hotel; the other 
hotels that I had known are now torn down. 
The Cecil hotel is closed down and is still 
standing. 

The East Village will always have the 
street and homeless elements regardless of 
the future of new developers making or 
paving the way to high end condos, bistros, 
coffee shops and even outside patios. The 
street and homeless element will always be 
there, it's not magically going to go away! 

The homeless and street people have 
been there for a 100 years and will be there 
for many decades to come. 

Daily I am reminded and amazed that I 
am able to tell this story. I have been told 
by some Calgarians that they find it hard to 
believe that there is someone still living 
today to make history for the 50th 
Anniversary for the DI! To be able to be rec- 


-ognized and to forever bridge the gap, the 


cultural divide, that I have struggled with all 
my life, overcoming the street sub-culture 
that was once the Eastend Side of Calgary. 
Today the people who know me and compas- 
sionately care about me are the ones who 
acknowledge and recognize me from time to 
time and know that I'm a changed person. 
They respect me for knowing my story, and 
growing from a dysfunctional individual to a 
functional, respected advocate to help other 
Aboriginal women and men who are now liv- 
ing a street lifestyle similar to how I once 
lived. 

I would like to see my people reached 
before it is too late. No one should go 
through the days and months that I went 
through, faced with alcohol abuse, homeless- 
ness and street life. For the future of the 
Calgary Drop-In & Rehab Centre Society. 

It is important to support First Nations, 
Metis and the Inuit women and men in 
Housing First and giving them support in a 
holistic way to reach full circle for my people. 
I'm hoping that this initiative will be cultur- 
ally appropriate and a have a sensitive 
approach to each individual. If this dream 
does come true, I want to be there and be 
involved in the process. 

My last thought is that I think my story 
is unique and has now gone down in history 
on this day Monday, March 14, 2011. This 
story was in a past era of time and I am able 
to tell it today and to feel that by writing 
about the 50th Anniversary of the Calgary 
Drop-In and Rehab Centre Society I am 
helping others. It's important to me to be 
able to write about the Celebration in April 
2011 and to hopefully see my vision, my 
dream, to see Implemented an Aboriginal - 
focused "Partnership" with the "Aboriginal 
Front line Social Street/Homeless Programs” 
in a space called a "Helping Place" - to follow 
the Red Road to finding their way home" 

Andie W.L 
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A mother, the title reflects all the divine 
inner gifts that come into manifestation the 
instant that we find out we have been 
blessed with being pregnant and as soon as 
that baby is born we are aware that being a 
“mother” is a given honor and a lifelong 
commitment. 

Those inner gifts are enduring patience, 
inner strength, love without limits, unselfish- 
ness and total commitment of servitude to 
care for, protect, guide, encourage, praise 
and love with the kind of love that is truly 
divine. It is the kind of love that transcends 
time and forms the capsule of divine memo- 
ries and develops such an incredible bond 
that it will be forever. This will serve asa | 
bedrock for the child in his or her formative 
years. 

And yet the cruel realization i is that there 
are thousands of wounded adults seeking 
insatiably for the love of a mother, feeling 
empty and flawed and living in different 
depths of depression and 

In my childhoo 
empty space that my mother left, when she 
left us. Many times I have been told that “she 
did not abandon us” but the reality is that 
she was a broken mother and emotionally 
absent. I also remember the sheer brutality 
that she went through at the hands of my 
father. Seeing my mother treated in such a 
cowardly and vicious manner has left me 
with anger and feelings of guilt and shame 
because I could not help her. My memories 
of my mother are of a very sad person with a 
stern look. She was simply not plugged in as 
a mother! I remember how much I needed 
her but she was emotionally unavailable and 
when I was six year old, she left us with my 
paternal grandmother. 

Because of misplaced loyalty to my 
father, my mother was truly shunned 
because she left us and our caregivers did 
not allow us to hold on to hope that our 
mother would come back some day. The dep- 
recation of my mother served to hide my feel- 
ings for her. Instead, like always, we tended 


Letter to the Editor 


Dear Andie, 


Just a note to say how much I appreciate 
you telling your story! (and how much I miss 
the Calgary Street News!!) You brought back 
memories of the Modern cafe and that sweet 
waitress who was so kind and knew what 
you wanted before you even sat down. When 
they demolished the building I sneaked in 
and stole a few of those lovely mirrors they 
had above the juke boxes. Ah - how time 
goes by. I've never tasted a banana cream pie 
like that since. 

Kind regards, 


Mary Ann Wilson. 


OOOO rrr ——————————————————————————————————————— a, 


jespair. sai 
dese I aniig a7 the 


to absorbed all the guilt, I felt so rejected, 
isolated and such an incredible sadness for 
my mother’s physical absence. How I needed 
her! 

When I became a mother I felt my daugh- 
ter was a gift of life, a reason for me to live. 
She was so beautiful, defenseless and at the 
same time had such an inner strength. As a 
mom I did what came naturally and | also 
did what my mother did - kept my children 
clean, fed and protected but I also main- 
tained a distance and a stern image. I was 
never able to sing my children lullabies 
because no one ever sang to me so my chil- 
dren missed on that and in so many things 
as now I recognize that I was not complete- 
ly plugged in as a mother should be but I 
was dealing with so many childhood issues 
that kept me in a bound state. One clear 
memory that opened my eyes was one time 
when I went for a walk with a friend and her 
children, I heard my friend telling her child, 
“I love you” and I just burst into tears. She 
was surprised but I told her I never knew 
you have to tell your children that you love 
them because no one ever said that to me. 
Since then I always make sure my children 
hear in words that I love them. It makes me 
so sad that my daughter at her tender age 
was not able to have a mother that could 
have said those words; I truly hope that my . 
actions were able to demonstrate how incred- 
ible my love for them was and this was able 
to compensate for what I did lack. 

The truth is that we are unable to give 
what we never had and this has brought a 
realization that has softened my heart about 
everything that I lacked from my parents. I 
realize that the legacy they left behind is 
because they themselves were so terribly 
wounded and “maybe” no one ever conveyed 
love to them. 

Their own childhood wounds made them 
the nurturing, and the ._ 
nepaditional ecco oenice and those deep 
feelings that you feel when you belong; I 
never had that with my parents. Now! can 
understand this but I am not going to live 
denying and glossing over the fact that 
through their abuse and neglect, they 
stripped from me everything that I needed to 
become a confident human being. Instead 
they created a wounded person, co-depen- 
dant, controlled by paralyzing fear, shame 
and guilt and this affected my children also. 

To this date the biggest missing piece in 
my soul is a mother, not my mother but a 
mother. My father was incredibly good look- 
ing with dark hair, very handsome and dis- 
tinguished. My mother was beautiful with a 
face like an angel, blonde with light blue 
eyes. We all wanted to have been born with 
blue eyes like my mother, we indeed had 
beautiful looking people as caregivers but 
unfortunately they were unable to fill such 
the important role of being parents. And 
because of this, now I understand why it was 
so easy for them to blame us for the chaos 






















Rob’s Corner 
Last but not least - Rob Nite at the Plaza 





Thanks to all the staff at the Plaza for 
their kindness, friendship and understand- 
ing. A special thanks to Pete Harris for 
organizing Rob Nite and for his long hard 
efforts in keeping the Plaza, the oldest the- 
atre in Calgary, alive and well. Thanks also 
to the family that owns the theatre for allow- 
ing me to sell my papers there for the past 
dozen years or so. 

Pete Harris, the program director, 
approached me back in March, 2008 and 
mentioned briefly to me about doing some- 
thing nice for me in return for me providing 
some services to the Plaza, such as monitor- 
ing the theatre lobby after the concession 
staff have gone home. 


ging for a “Mother” 


that they caused in our lives and for aban- 
doning us. They went in different paths to 
make “a new life for themselves” had more 
children and forgot about the ones they left 
behind, instead going on to commit the same 
errors again and again. 

What I learned from them was not to 
trust, to despise myself, to expect the worst 
of everything, to live in terrifying fear, to be 
ashamed of who I am and to feel responsible 
and nurture all the distorted beliefs they 
have made up about me. This is a heavy 
burden for a child to carry through her life. 


Absent mother of mine 


Mother of mine, the biggest piece missing in 
my soul is the true essence of your presence 
in my life 


Mother of mine, how a wish even once I 
could have a slight memory of how it feels to 
have your tender touch caress my face like a 
soft wind. 


Mother of mine how I wish I would have 
received a loving look from your beautiful 
eyes that would have been like a soft touch 
of a sun ray. 


Mother of mine how I wish even once I could 
have heard the murmur of your soft voice 
uttering “ I love you”, your words would 
have served as the mantel of protection and 
would have given me the feeling of belonging 
and self-worth that I badly needed. 


Mother of mine how I wish you had been 
present when I accomplished something 
great 

And your face would have lightened up with 
pride 


_,.Mother_of mine you are the biggest piece 
missing in my life and a part of me will 
always long for your love. I have needed you 
all my life. 


We must rise above and become the kind 
of mothers that children badly need; they 
need our strength, compassion, guidance 
and most of all our unconditional love and 
commitment. We also have to recognize that 
when women have been going through child- 
hood trauma even if they want to, they are 
unable to be the kind of mothers that they 
need to be in order to have emotionally 
healthy children. We must break the cycle 
and bring into awareness how physical, ver- 
bal and emotional abuse affects women and 
children in every aspect of their lives. We are 
doing so little to stop and change this toxic 
and vicious family system. Reading the 
words ”Stop the violence” is just lip service, 
we need committed actions in order to see 
results. 


Maria B. 





Thanks to all the staff at the Plaza in 
Kensington for allowing me to sell my street 
papers outside the theatre walls. Also thanks 
to them for the free movies, pop, pop corn, 
chocolate bars and coffee. How much I 
appreciate it, I can barely put into words. 
This is my fourth street paper that I have 
sold in Kensington via the Plaza. 


Mi-informed (Not Sure) 


People today seem to be misinformed in 
the areas of homelessness and poverty. A lot 
of people out there don’t see all or are not 
even aware of any social problem until they 
come face to face with it on the street. I’m 
almost certain for some it must be hair-rais- 
ing when confronted or approached by some- 
one asking for money. 





By Robert Champion 
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The art of getting yourself out of danger 


One long summer back in 1989, I headed 
out by a Greyhound bus from Calgary, where 
I once resided, all the way to the City of 
Lethbridge on my quest in leaving all the 
social pressures of the big city life behind, 
including the thought of finding employment 
while establishing a newer and peaceful 
lifestyle in a smaller city. 

I had discovered a reasonable deal for 
rent on a three-floor walkup apartment, 
which at that time rented for $200.00 
a room that included all the amenities of a 
washing machine, dryer, portable fridge and 
other essentials that encouraged me to stay 
and look for employment in that city. 

Throughout my time in Lethbridge, not 
only did I make many trips to the unemploy- 
ment office, I had also pre-occupied some of 
my free time in indulging in the various 
activities that this one hotel bar in town 
offered to its many regular patrons, which I 
will not name to protect the identity of the 
players involved in this very unusual 
encounter that I eventually had experienced 
with one of its bar patrons and staff bounc- 
ers. 

Though I will give you the details of that 
encounter later, as we progress into my 
story. 

After about my first week of living in 
Lethbridge, I had encountered an unusual 
run-in with someone in the city’s downtown 
unemployment office. While looking on the 
job boards for possible employment, a loud 
voice hovered over me as it could be heard 
demanding, “Hey, you over there with the 
long black hair and three piece suit, are you 
an undercover cop or something?” 

I quickly turned around and noticed a 
young man in short cropped hair in around 
his early thirties. I confidently and firmly 
replied, “No man I’m not. I’m just new to the 
city looking for a break, that’s all.” The curi- 
ous man shouted back in a low defiant tone 
of voice, “I don’t believe your story.” 

I then felt totally insulted by the man’s 
attitude and angrily replied, “Take a hike and 
leave me alone.” Now feeling a bit uncomfort- 
able, I noticed his aggressively piercing eyes 
were staring me down, where it seemed like 
he wanted to challenge me to a fight. So I 
immediately exited the building, thinking 
that would be the wisest thing to do without 
getting myself into trouble. 

Now it seemed that this character wasn’t 
about to give in, as he continually followed 
me for about a block or so up the street. 

At one point I could hear his voice saying 


from a distance, “Hey you narc, where you 
heading?” I guess by not trying to challenge 
him and by leaving that employment office 
quickly, I obviously made him suspicious 
and he evidently wanted a piece of me. 

So the only way to win him over as it 
locked in my mind, was to speed up my walk 
without looking over my shoulder, hoping 
that this persistent character would eventu- 
ally slow down on his pace and throw in the 
towel in thinking that I was in a hurry to get 
somewhere and couldn’t hear him at all. 

Well that strategy seemed to work for me, 
as I looked over my shoulder, I now noticed 
him finally walking away in the opposite 
direction. So I vowed to myself at that 
moment that I'd get away from Lethbridge’s 
downtown core and go for a nice long walk, 
contemplating whether this town as small as 
it seemed and was the kind of town I really 
wanted to make my future in. 

Two weeks after my run-in with that 
aggressive and curious fellow, I again had 
encountered him in a downtown bar, not too 
far from where I was living at the time. 

While inside the bar where I was in the 
process of trying to round up some people 
for a friendly game of pool, that character 
happened to be standing at least six feet 
from the pool table that I was standing by. 

From what I had noticed, he was now 
talking to some bouncers, while whispering 
something in the ear of one of the bouncers 
as the bouncer replied with a slight nod of 
his head, acknowledging his secret request. 

The bouncer along with this man accom- 
panied by four other bouncers asked if they 
could speak to me. That by the looks of 
things obviously meant trouble. I now slowly 
put my pool cue down on the table. Without 
any hesitation, I walked around the other 
side of the table and noticed a bar stool in 
front of me. I picked it off the floor while 
tucking my right arm around it while holding 
it in a horizontal position. I then started to 
make my way out carrying the stool with me 
towards the front door entrance of this bar 
as all of the five bouncers followed cautiously 
and slowly from behind. 

While walking confidently and slowly 
towards the door, I could hear one of the 
bouncers saying, “What’s he going to do with 
that stool?” 

My intended game plan was to exit safely 
out that door, instead of finding out what the 
bouncers had in mind, leaving the bouncers 
with the impression that if they got any clos- 
er to me, their curiosity would be answered 


Hugh MacDonald, MLA 
Edmonton-Gold Bar 


Constituency Office 
Edmonton Gold Bar 


#102, 7024 — 101 Avenue, NW 
Edmonton, Alberta T6A O0H7 


Tel: 414-1015 
Fax: 414-1017 


e-mail: hugh.macdonald @assembly.ab.ca 


website: www.liberalopposition.com 
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in a mighty hurry with a hurled chair coming 
at them. 

So when I was outside the entrance of 
that bar, as I reached the half way point up 
that street block, as I turned around, I then 
noticed all five bouncers were gathered in a 
group standing about 150 feet away from 
me, looking at one another in amazement, 
wondering what I was going to do with that 
bar stool. 

I then answered that curiosity by putting 
the bar stool down on the sidewalk and 
called out to the head bouncer, who had at 
this point walked another fifteen feet ahead 
of his colleagues cautioning them to remain 
behind with a slow reassuring wave of his 
hand. 

I called out loudly, “Come and work for 
your pay check. Here’s your stool back.” I 
continued to walk briskly away from the 
area. As I looked over my shoulder, I noticed 
the head bouncer picking up the stool as he 
decided to walk back into that bar with his 
colleagues while deciding that the chase 
wouldn't be worth the effort. 

As for that paranoid arrogant character 
whom I had encountered in both the unem- 
ployment office and in that bar later, who 
influenced my problem with those bouncers, 
I realized that he obviously had some sort of 
affiliation with those bouncers, either 
through the drug trade as a pusher, or 
maybe even as a paranoid drug addict. Who 
really knows what may have been behind his 
intentions to have me beaten up or taken 
out? 

What I do know is that with a little luck 
and timing after discovering that stool next 
to that pool table, while picking it up off the 
floor, while using it as a shield to protect 
myself and escaping out that door safely, I 
can now finally say that by thinking creative- 
ly as a way out of a dangerous situation, the 
rewards of thinking rationally in planning a 
safe escape had certainly paid off and my 
reward in return, was walking out of that one 
alive, and living to tell this entertaining story. 

John Zapantis 


A writer who needed the 


storms 
John Zapantis 


There’s no turning back 

I’m leaving the baggage behind. 

Had a good and bad life. 

Met my challenges. 

Rose above the social, emotional and 
physical obstacles of strife. 

Now I’m older and hopefully a 

little wiser. 

If I could turn back the hands of time, 
I know I wouldn’t have been so 
generous to everyone like I am, 

But there’s valid reasons why I 

was vulnerable to some people 

who could lie. 

I needed to go through the trial and error 
in reaching the highest of heights, 
after 15 years and still a writer. 
Without all that excitement and upheaval, 

I wouldn’t have known how to write 
about those people’s issues, 

whose stories have influenced 

the readers in buying my right to 
inform entertain and educate. 

Believe it or not, for people like myself, 
I guess the last conclusion is, 

that that’s the norm. 

I guess this writer’s life isn’t 

complete without 

those storms. 


Mamma’s Chickens 





Chapter 33 
The Journey 


Suddenly I was home safely in the arms 
of Mama and my family, relishing my free- 
dom from beatings, with no more looking 
over my shoulder in fear and no more bal- 
ancing myself on eggs shells. The taste of 
liberty was like honey on my lips, overpower- 
ingly sweet and wild. I, who had been 
imprisoned for five long years, now ran 
unfettered and free like a wild bird released 
from a cage. I was free to make my own 
choices and suffer the consequences of bad 
mistakes, and there would be many. 

By this time Lynne had made her second 
marriage and moved back to Nova Scotia 
with her small daughter. The only ones at 
home with Mama and Father were Mark, 
Colleen, Jordon, andI. Father had found 
that the skills he had acquired would get him 
work almost anywhere, so after buying a 
motor home off Mama and he went out west 
where the economy was booming and there _ 
was lots of work. 

They would stay away months on end 
and we would never hear from them. The rest 
of us were left to our own devices and had 
the full run of the house, which was just the 
way we all liked it. I had gone back to nurs- 
ing, however, it was hard to find someone to 
mind Jordon due to his hyperactivity, and 
usually I had to end up quitting. I went back 
to school several times but the result was the 
same. I would be so bored it was hard for me 
to commit to anything other than Jordon. 

During this period of Mama's travels, 
Father and she seemed to do extremely well 
without the nuisance of us children. If not in 
love, they were content to be with each other, 
staying in a state of semi-drunkenness, while 
exploring new places and things such as 
rodeos. My father would always be a traveller 
at heart and never be content to be in one 
place for too long. Always | think of him as 
an adventurer of sorts. That was his chance 
to share his love of travel with Mama. 

The amazing thing was during this time I 
don't think the tree of bitterness grew within 
them very much. It remained dormant, like a 
terrible cancer that goes into remission, and 
has the victim and their family in high hopes 
of recovery. Time became an ominous thing 
playing Russian roulette with our lives. 

Such was the tree. But somehow the circle 
game always managed to survive. Until they 
died it survived; at any family get-together it 
always manages to raise its ugly head high 
enough and say, “Who will be my victim 
today, for I do hunger, and desire to be fed. 
Who will you sacrifice to me today? Maybe 
the one who is not present can be shredded 
so that we all come together and do the one 
thing that we all do so well. We will be unit- 
ed by a common bond.” We were so full of 
inadequacy that the only filler was the 
destruction of a sibling or the castration of 
one’s soul. God blesses the children of the 


circle game. 

Soon I was no longer tolerated at my par- 
ent’s place and was told to find my own 
place. I found a large apartment in the cen- 
ter of town. This would have a great impact 
on my life because now I had complete free- 
dom to do whatever I liked without anyone 
looking over my shoulder. Unfortunately my 
Christianity soon took a back seat and I 
slipped away from my realization of God. Life 
became a series of parties, clubs and drink- 
ing. Oh yes, there was also the never-ending 
supply of men who threw lies around like 
false kisses. And every time I got hurt the 
scars went deeper, deeper so that my only 
reaction was that of an unloved, discarded, 
animal out to prove that she was worthy of 
love. I had one disastrous affair after anoth- 
er. I would go blindly, always hoping this one 
would be different. Again I was left alone 
lonelier and sadder than before. 

For some reason I became involved with 
men younger than myself. They seemed to be 
attracted to me because I| didn’t look my age. 
Although this lasted longer, the end was 
always the same. After a while I became a 
very hard, fast-living woman, neither know- 
ing the meaning of love or able to give or 
receive it. True love I am told is a warm com- 
fortable feeling and not all one-sided. To me 
it was the scariest thing in the world, and 
totally unattainable. I was on a conquest to 
prove I was loveable and that's the loneliest 
game in town. 

The small port city of Saint John was 
about to see a boom in its economy that has 
never been matched. Irving Oil decided to 
expand its refinery and there was a great 
demand for workers in the construction trade 
especially pipefitters and welders. Because 
the demand could not be met nationally 
workers were imported from Great Britain. 
Suddenly the town’s population doubled with 
workers from Great Britain. My Father came 
home to work, and became crew boss over a 
lot of them. 

Well let me tell you, it was party time in 
Saint John, suddenly it was five men to every 
girl, and boy did they know how to party 
non-stop. Every bar was full every night and 
there's just something about a guy with an 
accent that seemed to drive the women of 
Saint John crazy. Every girl had just one 
desire-that she would get taken back to 
Great Britain. It would be sort of a coup. 

It didn't take long for me to be caught up 
in the excitement of the moment. I dated 
several and I can say this for sure - they 
knew how to drink and they didn't mind 
spending their pay on us. This couldn’t 
always be said for the other available men. 
They were there for about two years. I dated 
many of them and fell in love with one who 
later turned out to be married. I was devas- 
tated. 

In the meanwhile, since we had divorced, 
Doug was acting like I was his best friend 
and often stopped in to see me hoping to 
rekindle old flames, but that fire had gone 
out long ago. It was kind of neat how once he 
no longer had any control over my life I could 
tell him how I was no longer interested and 
not have to worry that my head was going to 
roll. I never went back. I don’t think I ever 
even entertained the thought. It was just 
kind of cool not to be afraid of him. It seemed 
the tiger had lost his teeth and I had found 
my voice. No man no matter how big or how 
strong was ever going to have that much 
control over my life again, or so I thought. 
The world was my bowl of cherries and I 
intended to sample every one of them. 

After that I met a man from Chester, 
England. We dated for a couple of months 
and I really liked him. All of a sudden he was 
sent home to England because the contrac- 
tors had forgotten to take tax from them and 
the Canadian government was on their tails. 


Overnight, back to England he went. 
Everyone was a little stunned, but on goes 
the party. Kevin continued to call me from 
England saying how much he missed me. | 
certainly at that point didn't put a whole lot 
of stock in confessions of love. However this 
guy was different. He meant what he said. 
After several weeks he made arrangements 
for my fare to be paid. Mama was overjoyed 
at the prospects of me making another mar- 
riage and getting to explore the countryside 
at the same time. It was a blessing in dis- 
guise. 

I sold everything I owned and hopped a 
plane to England with my four year-old son 
in tow,.ready for romance and adventure. 
What more could a girl ask for than to be the 
envy of all her peers? 


Sharon Spence 


Karen Leibovici 
Councillor, Ward 5 


2nd Floor, 

1 Sir Winston Churchill Sq., 
Edmonton, AB T5J 2R7 

Phone: 496-8120 Fax: 496-8113 
Email: karen.leibovici@edmonton.ca 


PETER GOLDRING 
Member of Parliament 
Edmonton East 


MCCAULEY RINK 


In 1999 there were plans to appropriate the full-size 
McCauley Community Hockey Rink (which is paved, al- 
lowing summer roller skating ball hockey), replacing it 
with rental housing by a social group intending to use 
“profits” from the “non-profit” housing to pay for social 
centre office space. Also proposed was fo keep an ice 
rink so small as to be negligible - other than to deceive 
the community into believing that it would still have a 
hockey rink. 


As Member of Parliament | was appalled at this callous 
social-centric takeover attempt. | felt it was important to 
save the hockey rink as it is the only such facility in the 
area. However a social-centric group of 10 came to my 
office to threaten me that they would use all their social 
non-profit resources against me in the upcoming nomina- 
tion and election. | don’t threaten well. | consulted with the 
community and they were aghast at losing the rink and 
spoke up. The social welfare project was cancelled and 
the rink was saved. Twelve years later the rink is still a 
community magnet in all seasons as skaters use it in cold 
weather and warm for skating, hockey and ball hockey. 


One of the highlights of the rink year is the now annual 
McCauley Cup where beat officers from Edmonton Police 
Service's Downtown Division take on McCauley commu- 
nity youth in a game of shinny. This gives area youth 
positive interaction with the police, is good for the children 
and the community as a whole. An event such as this al- 
lows stereotypes to be broken, for the benefit of the com- 
munity. 

| think facilities such as the McCauley rink are a treasure 
to all communities. We should be vigilant and rightfully 
suspicious of those that wish to appropriate such facili- 
ties. 

What do you think? 


780-495-3261 www.petergoldring.ca 
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Information about heaven is recorded in the Bible and other books 


Besides hearing and reading about peo- 
ples’ experiences, reading about Heaven in 
the Bible has actually been the most impor- 
tant source of information. Heaven is men- 
tioned over 500 times in the Bible. For 
example, Isaiah and Daniel had visions of 
the throne room. See Isaiah 6:1-7 and 
Daniel 7: 9,10,13, &14. The Apostle Paul 
said that “our citizenship is in Heaven” 
Philippians 3: 20 and he describes our ‘spiri- 
tual bodies’ compared with our physical bod- 
ies (see 2 Corinthians 5: 1&2 and 1 
Corinthians 15: 42-44). The Apostle Paul in 
Revelation, the last book of the Bible, saw 
visions of Heaven recorded in Revelation. 1: 
12-18; Chapters 4, 5, and 7: 9-17. Also 
Chapters 21 & 22: 1-5. 

When I read about these kinds of experi- 
ences and what is said about Heaven in the 
Bible, I yearn to be there. When I am away 
on a holiday and so happy to come back 
home, I think that this is how it will be when 
we get to heaven — but even more glorious! 
And when life gets hard on earth, it’s good to 
remember that we won’t be here forever and 
that we have a better place to look forward 
to where there is no pain, sickness, or sor- 
row. 

I look forward to seeing Our Father God, 
The Lord Jesus and The Holy Spirit — in all 
their splendor and glory! I think that anyone 
who could create the wondrous varieties and 
beauty of flowers, trees, birds, animals, the 
wonders of the galaxy, the ocean and the 
complexities of human life, must be the most 
amazing person that one could ever meet! I 
think that any place where God is — must be 
beautiful beyond description! I look forward 
to meeting my loved ones — so many family 
and friends who have gone to Heaven and 
whom I still miss (even pets). I yearn to be 
with them again forever and to never have to 
say goodbye again. I look forward to being in 
a magnificent place which is free from all sin 
and evil, all death and decay. No more killing 
of people or animals; no more wars or cor- 
ruption in government. Heaven is governed 
by God — a perfect government with no sin 
(control or manipulation), a place which has 
no unbelief or deception — where only the 
truth reigns. We will have no sin whatsoever 
to grapple with — either ours or someone 
else’s — no pride, selfishness, greed, jealousy, 
envy, possessiveness, and nothing to com- 
plain about. And there will be no fear, worry, 
anxiety, stress, loneliness, boredom or frus- 
trations. There will be nothing physically, 


A Quote to Live by 


It doesn’t matter how low 

Or how deep you are sinking 
You will always find power 
In positive thinking. 


Just Nature and Me 


You can’t enjoy other people 

Until you enjoy yourself 

Just being alone at nightfall 

With everything stacked on shelves 


Just sit down on a sandy beach 
And watch the full moon rise 
The starts are shining far above 
In the distance a lonely dog cries 


You could almost sit there all night long 
Until the sun rises at dawn. 

Jut sit and watch nature wake up again 
The fresh scent with the new morning sun. 


Quiet... Peaceful but never alone 

Is the only way it should be 

I’ll just sit and enjoy all my solitude 
Alone — just nature and me. 


By Jackie Nerling 


emotionally or spiritually to separate us from 
the love of God and from each other. 

Some people may ask, “How can you be 
so sure that you are going to Heaven?” In 
the Bible, Jesus makes it very clear to His 
followers that He will give them eternal life in 
Heaven with Him. Before Jesus went back to 
Heaven to be with His Father, He said, “In 
my Father’s House are many mansions. I am 
going there to prepare a place for you. I will 
come back and take you to be with me that 
you also may be where I am.” When Jesus 
was asked the way to Heaven, He said, “I am 
the way, the truth and the life. No one 
comes to the Father except through me.” 
(John 14: 2-6) And in John 3:16, Jesus 
says, “For God so loved the world that He 
gave His one and only Son, that whosoever 
believes in Him shall not perish but will have 
everlasting life.” (See also John 6:40; John 
10: 27, 28; John 17: 1,2; John 11: 25,26). 

Since there is no sin in Heaven, we can- 
not take our sin with us. Jesus is the only 
One who has died for our sins and promised 
us a place in Heaven if we would put our 
trust in Him and follow Him. Jesus takes the 
fear out of dying because we know where we 
will be going when we die. We need not have 
any doubts about going to Heaven because 
of Jesus’ promises. 


Postscript. Not many people like to talk 
about Hell but I feel that I must say some- 
thing about it. Hell is also a real place-a 
place without God. Sometimes it may seem 
that we are living in hell on earth but can 
you imagine what this world would be like 
without the Presence of God? 

Hell is spoken about 162 times in the 
New Testament and some people have writ- 
ten books about Hell, for example: 
¢“To Hell and Back” by Maurice Rawlings 


Facing My Past 
Don’t dwell upon the gray clouds 
For behind the sky is still blue 
Crying a river of tears will 
Release and leave room for the new. 


Changes won’t come very easily 

Or miraculously show me the new light 
Until I face all I know that went wrong 
Then stand strong and be willing to fight. 


The road travelled was twisted and tiresome 
Full of pain and heartache and sin 

I can’t challenge the path that’s in front of 
me 

Till I face and forgive where I’ve been. 


Confronting each one of my demons 

Is the most terrifying step I must make 
Putting all to rest I’ve kept hidden 
Releasing the past so I can finally awake. 


This will be an extremely emotional experi- 
ence 

Facing all my ignored anger and pain 
Closing all open chapters and doors 

So I can finally start living again. 


There are so many doors that I’ve locked 
So which one will I face first? 

Should I start at the beginning? 

Or go directly to the worst? 


All of them have to be dealt with 

I'll face each one of them one at a time 
Continuing to ignore or deny them 
Would truly be a serious crime. 


It’s time now to get the ball rolling 
Some counselling to help pave the way 
I need to quit putting off till tomorrow 
What I should be facing today. 


By Jackie Nerling 


¢“A Divine Revelation of Hell” by Mary K. 
Baxter 

Some Books Written About Heaven: 
¢“A Glimpse of Eternity,” by Betty Malz 
¢“A Divine Revelation of Heaven” by Mary 
Baxter 
¢“Facing Death and The Life Hereafter,” by 
Billy Graham 
¢“Heaven,” by D.L. Moody 
¢“Heaven,” by Joseph Bayly 
¢“Heaven the Last Frontier,” by Grant Jeffrey 
¢“Heaven: Close Encounters of the God 
Kind,” by Jesse Duplantis 
¢“Letters from Heaven,” by Lilli Kehler 
¢“Ninety Minutes in Heaven,” by Don Piper 
¢“Supernatural Experiences,” by Sid Roth 
¢“The Place Called Heaven,” by James T. 
Jeremiah 
¢“Visions Beyond the Veil,” by H.A. Baker 
¢“Within Heaven’s Gates,” by Rebecca 
Springer 
¢“The Final Frontier” & “Beyond the Final 
Frontier,” by Dr. Richard Kent (51 near-death 
accounts) 
(Also produced 2 movies, “The Lazarus 
Phenomenon” & “The Final Frontier”) 


Songs about Heaven and peoples’ expe- 
riences are recorded on these CD’s and 
DVD’s: 

“Heaven,” by The Gaithers 
*“Going Home,” by The Gaithers 


Note: A friend who read my article 
asked me to be sure to tell people that the 
reason that you are not in Heaven now, is 
because The Lord still has a purpose for you 
here. 


by Judy Brown 


The Hunt of the Panther : 


She moves through the forest 

In the silence of the night 
Quietly watching the deer family 
She has in her sights. 


They don’t know she’s watching 
With desperate hunger in her eyes 
As she focuses her attentions 

On the young fawn’s thighs. 


She licks her lips seductively 
As she imagines the taste 
The fawn’s going to be juicy 
Yet she'll wait without haste. 


Dawn moves the family into the clearing 
Where ignorantly they will graze 
Completely unaware that 

She’s followed them for days. 


She watches them eat with security 
Then lazily play on the hill 

The panther silently circles the family 
Ready to move in for the kill. 


The buck catches her scent 
Stiffens and strains to hear 
For our mischievous panther 
Is now dangerously near. 


She leaps on the buck 

Savagely sinking her teeth in 
Ripping and tearing at his throat 
Knowing now that shell win. 


With the buck severely wounded 
And the doe panicking in fright - 
Our panther slowly smiles 
Knowing the timing is right. 


The fawn is going to be tasty 
So so tender and sweet 
After patience has paid off 


Now she will eat. ota 
By Jackie Nerling 
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